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INTRODUCTION 


I apologize for this, the last 

Grasp at brilliance I shall make, 

A plea for reconciliation for some divine mistake. 

That I have not been faithful to my own code of reason, 
To realize this, and remain astray, 

Therein lies the treason. 

From graffitied walls to Dogwood trees 

I travelled, and have only these to offer: 


I. 


I. 


No one has ever taken 
Champagne and roses 
Seriously. 


Always, always, always 
pack a lunch. 


Dante fed graham crackers to the damned. 


It must be those weird books. 
Normal children don't act like this. 


I waited for the 

Very Last Minute 

to accomplish my task 
but could not complete it 
with Gabriel's horn 
blasting 

in my ear. 


CALL ME LARS 
(The Ballad of a Bored Viking) 


Iam a mighty viking, 

Hear me roar (RAAA). 

I sail, sail, sail and I kill, kill, kill 

And I sail and I kill and I... WAIT! 

We haven't hit land in about three weeks. 

My sword's getting rusty and this boat really reeks. 
I don't mean to bitch but this is getting really weird. 
I haven't raped for ages. 

There's no food in my beard. 

Iam a mighty viking, 

Hear me roar (RAAA). 


I need a nice family so I can cut off their heads. 
All this sailing's not what the job description said. 
Biff's got scurvy, and Sven has turned to gin. 
Everybody's waiting for the killing to begin. 

Iam a mighty viking. 

Hear me roar (RAAA). 


I want to pillage and to plunder, 
To make off with some loot, 

To drink beer from my helmet, 
Make a peasant lick my boot. 

I want to kick the family dog 
Into the fireplace, 

To thrust the charred and burned remains 
Into it's master face. 

I want to burn up all the towns 
And then go burn some more. 

I want to do my Viking things 
And go down in Viking lore, 

To sing my mighty Viking songs 
In some bloody Viking war, 

But as of yet, 

With much regret, 

I'm pretty Viking bored. 

I am a mighty viking, 

Hear me roar (RAAA). 


THREE NIGHTS 


Three nights of complete insanity 
Lay like death on my head, 

While devil's breath, hot on my neck, 
Smells of bourbon. 


Three lights showed four darkened poets 
Gathered around a smoke-engulfed table, 
Speaking of what life should be. 

One jumped to his feet - screamed, 
"OGAZUM." 


Three nights, three lights, 

Four poets and the devil 

Playing poker for souls and muses. 
The devil laid his bet on the table. 
I saw his bet, I raised him, 

And the devil folded. 


BRILLIANCE ON THE VINE 


The sapling reminded me of what was new, 
Virgin birth and bedazzled artists 

With drug-induced masterpieces. 

Not now, but later 

We find origin and fertilize. 

Imagination grows large, 

There to climb 

Perhaps to find 

The brilliance on the vine. 


"BIRTH, COPULATION, AND DEATH' 


Exit womb screaming. 

You didn't ask to be here, 
Thrust into a world 

Where a big man with a mask 
Wants to slap you... 

And they keep on slapping you. 


Sweaty flesh upon flesh, 
Heavy breathing matches rhythm 
Of contorting muscle 
With each thrusting assertion of existence. 
Moaning senseless cries, the pace quickens - 
Hold... 
The present and future explode 
And then - 
Then all is calm. 


Spent time remains behind you. 

Darkness ahead with a bony-curled 
finger beckons, "Now." 

Wondering why you were brought here 
in the first place, 

You go. Follow on to nothing, 

And then - 

Exit womb screaming. 


THE DRUNKEN POET 


Wrapped in his own cloth measures, the drunken poet 

Weaves his way across the paper, straining to place 
his art on the canvas 

Before purging on the page. 

He scratches unintelligible brilliance, 

But it all makes perfect sense. 


The words jump forth from the pen no longer, 
But come slowly with a crippled crawl, and once there, 
Don't matter much anymore, any way. 


What happens to a poet who is neither professor, 

Nor publishable, and lacks the pride to fall on his sword? 
Slow death, slow death. 

As the poet falls forward, 

A shadow of a Christless cross 

Falls on his book of broken dreams. 


CRUMBS IN THE MUCK 


If only the grandmothers of Dante's gluttons 
Could have fed them graham crackers before bed, 
An eternity of scum-swallowing, muck-wallowing 
Could have been spared. 

Yet it was not meant to be and we 

Continue to sit, tongues lolling 

In the mire of Roman excess. 

Dante and I say Nietzche be damned! 

We are not gods! 

We are but hogs, 

Nibbling on crumbs in the muck. 


THIS IS WHAT THEY DIED FOR 
(Yankee Thoughts On A South Carolina Roadtrip) 


I. 

This is what they died for, 

Those grey-clad southern boys. 
These rolling hills, giving forth trees, 
These corn and tobacco fields, 

This is what they died for. 


Il. 

Had I been born a hundred years ago, 
I'd be shooting at them, 

They at me, 

My being a damn-yankee and all. 
Death by homeland. 


III. 

Bodies stacked in ditches 
By an old wooden fence, 
Beaten and bloody 

By the thousands. 
Broken families. 


IV. 

Southern belle on a white porch swing, 
Clutching handkerchief to her chest. 
Tears taint the letter, 

The last 

Her boyfriend ever sent her. 


V. 

This is what they died for, 

Those grey-clad southern boys. 
This leisure, this land, this life. 
They raged into battle, 

Rebel flag waving 

In the wind of the coming storm. 


906 S. RODNEY ST. 


The years have begun to fade the memories of 
what was once my world, my home. 

Yet, on a good day I still remember 11 a.m. summer morning, 
sun beating in my window, 

Warming the floorboards, showing the dust on an ancient stereo 
with eerie green numbers. 

From waterbed (slosh) to window. 

Only the storm window need be raised, the inner one 
lost to a game of Nerf basketball. 

Sun reflects off the silver roof and I can view the 
neighboring backyards. 

Tiny ones for our rowhomes. 

Two hamsters buried in mine. 

One held a big ugly brown poodle named Czar, 

Who thought it was fun to bark at 2 a.m. 

And next door there was Bingo, a dark little mutt 

Who thought it was fun to piss on rosebushes. 

To the left, the convent lawn where they used to hold 
the carnival. 

And I could look out my window and see the rides and 
flashing lights. 

Smell the popcorn, even. 

It was carnival time when we moved in. 

Now the lawn's a parking lot. 

Down the stairs that were covered with ugly green carpet. 

Hand on the smooth bannister, cards causing my hand to 
staccato on holidays. 

Through the living room, dining room, to the tile floor 
of the kitchen. 

Fridge, cupboards open. 

Decide on two slices of bread and a glass of chocolate milk. 

Tall. 

Feet up on the plate-glass coffee table that I eventually shattered. 

Make a call on that old phone from Arkansas, the dial kind, 
a real pain in the ass. 

Day arranged, dressed, ready. 

Out the porch door (watch the nails sticking up). 

Out the front door (dented from numerous balls and bikes). 


906 (CONT.) 


Across the broken front walk (before the new people fixed it). 
And out into the tomorrows 
That led me to today. 
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RAMBLINGS OF SUM YUNG POET 


Pull forth the truth. 
Knock back the bullshit 
"Cause truth used only when convenient 
Just ain't my style. 
Dammit, I don't want to smile 
As you sit there with some damn scheme 
to pull my strings and make me dance. 
I'm no damn Pinnochio, Gepetto, 
And your nose is starting to grow. 
Don't try to hide it 'cause I have my X-Ray 
glasses all ready 
Just for situations like these. 
Though I've convinced you that you've got me fooled. 
I play Colonel Klink, "I see nothink. I know nothink." 
But I see and I know 
And I'm not half as lost as you'd like me to be. 
I keep the birds off my trail of breadcrumbs. 
You're crazy if you think I'm coming into your 
little gingerbread house, 
So you can fatten me up and eat me. 
I prefer my house of bricks. 
Huff, Puff, and Blow if you wish, 
But I assure you it will not fall, 
And neither will I. 
Straw and sticks and stones and bones 
May break like a squirrel's skull when hit by a train, 
But I learned a long time ago to stay off the tracks. 
I think I can, I think I can 
I think I can, I think I can 
I think I can make it up this damn hill own my own 
Without all your Gregorian chanting, thankyou very much. 
Keep your religion to yourself. 
You get diseases from those things these days. 
Put a condom on before you ride Ms. Reality, 
So you don't contaminate it with none of what she got. 
When that happens your baby teeth fall out and man, 
You gotta chew on somethin’ real. 
I know for damn sure you don't swallow, 
So why don't you just spit in my face again 
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RAMBLINGS (CONT.) 


When I try to play that funky-ass freak show 

That nobody likes to hear 

‘Cause they don't like the way it makes them dance. 

Stompin’, Slammin’, Dust flyin' in the old barn 

While a guy with a chambray blue workshirt 

Sends his signals by beer to the big-breasted woman 
at the makeshift bar. 

But I know damn well his cock ain't crowin' anytime soon. 

Party-man said the badge-man comin’, 

But that don't matter none to me. 

I met his grizzly, old ass before 

And we understood each other just fine 

From the opposite sides of my 12-gauge. 

So I'm just gonna sit here and drink my beer 

And let you roll in the shit as much as you want. 

Myself, I don't like the stink of things. 
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"JUDGE NOT. . ." 


Unlike some hapless, hopeless victim 

In the twilight rerun zone, 

I haven't been "submitted for your approval." 

Keep your poking, prodding instruments to yourself. 
I won't be your experimental cadaver 

As you stand poised with a maniacal grin, 

Your scalpel gleaming hungrily 

In your sweaty, sanitarily gloved hand. 

I reject your lust for dissection. 

No revelation for the weak. 

Look in the mirror, and realize 

Your scalpel is much sharper when you turn it on yourself 
And cut. 

And so... 

When your pretentious veins are severed, 

When your own cruel, crimson truth finally flows, 
Let me know, 

I'll be the one in black and white, 

Smoking a cigarette on a rainy night, 

On a corner, under the pale glare 

Of a lonely street light, 

Laughing. 
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DEATH OF A DADDY'S GIRL 


Her father stands over her, 

Eyes glazed by pain and tears. 

She lies surrounded by doctors, 

Hand grasping her daddy's . . . 

She looks up at him - her body nearly dead 

But the eyes that melted many a young man 

Still very much alive. 

She tries to force a smile to ease his pain. 

"She always was a daddy's girl," they all said. 
Long black hairs fall into her face, 

And her father brushes them away, 

As he did when she would cry as a child, 

Which wasn't so long ago. 

And now those enchanting eyes close, 

Long lashes touching the top of her cheekbones. 
Her chest comes to rest, her smooth hand 

Grips her daddy's big calloused fingers one last time, 
Goes limp, and she is gone. 
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FIVE MONKS 


five monks ran really fast 

aftcr being bitten on the ass 

by big lizards bald heads like 
bullets god those monks could 
run all the way back to the 
monastery and when they told the 
head monk guy what happened he 
said praise god or something 
cleverly prophetic like that. 
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JESUS AND THE REDNECK 
I. The Bar 


So me and Jesus were at this bar, ya see, just drinkin' beer 
and smokin' cigarettes, ‘cause Jesus hates cigar smoke too, and we got to 
talkin' ‘bout the state a'things. I asked Him, I said, "So, Hey-sus, 
what's goin’ on with the Hussein fella stirrin' affairs up 'round your 
hometown over there?" 

And Jesus says to me, looks me dead in the eye, see and says, 
"Son, do you think all that political stuff means jack to us boys in the 
upper deck? Uh - Uh - and lemme tell ya why. Up in Heaventown, 
we don't use oil. We're on solar power, ya see, bein' so close to the 
sun and such." 

And I says to Him, "Well that makes sense to me," I says, ‘cause 
ya don't wanna go foolin with a feller who's lived through a 
crucifixion and all. 

So we got back to drinkin’ our beer for a while, eatin' peanuts and 
amusin' ourselves 'cause ya can't play poker with Jesus; He gets four 
aces every damn time even if you got two. And He asks me, "Just 
what's y'all's idear of Heaven anyhows?" He asks me. 

And I says, "Wellsir, kinda white and cloudy-like with big pearty 
gates, angels and such flittin' around everywhere like big ol' 
skeeters, only less itchy, and you and yer Deddy sittin’ up in big old 
thrones givin' orders and goin’ through yer lists like Santy Claus, 
seein' who's Bein' naughty and nice so's ya know who to let in. 

And Jesus pounds the rest of his beer real quick and starts a- 
snickerin' and I turn away real quick "cause I don't wanna see no' 
beer comin’ out the Lord's nose or nothin', and then He lets out this 
big ol' laugh. So I turn around and say, "Don't mean to be too nosy 
your uh, uh . . . Jesusness, but what in tarnation is so gosh dern 
funny?" Bein real careful not to cuss or swear, or take His name in 
vain, ya see. 

And He says to me, still laughin' up a storm, "Whoa, boy, if 
Heaven was like that, I'd rather be here. That ain't no fun. We got 
us some bowlin' alleys and skatin' rinks and bars and a bunch a' 
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JESUS (CONT.) 


stuff y'all ain't even heard of yet. Just that everybody there's real 
nice to each other where's everybody here feels like they gotta be 
fightin' all the damn time. Y'all could have Heaven down here if ya 
wanted it bad enough and had any damn sense at all. If ya did, I'd 

be down here partyin' a whole lot more, "cause I just like to get along 
with people, and that's all I ever tried to do was to just get people to 
get along and be nice to each other. They ain't gotta praise me or 
anybody else - all's they gotta do is be social with each other, and 
quit bein' so damn hostile all the time. You remember that son, and 
me and you'll get together another time upstairs where the beer's 
even better than this." 


So Jesus gets up, picks up the tab for both of us, and left (Him 
havin' all of the money from whuppin' me at poker and all). And I 
thought 'about what he said and it kinda made sense, ya know, about 
gettin' rid of the hostility and all, and I figure He should know what 
he's talking' about bein' the son a'God. So I'ma try to be a little nicer 
to people 'cause I kinda enjoyed His company, and I kinda wanna 
find out just how good the beer in Heaventown is. But ya know 
what, just between you and me? Old Jesus can't shoot pool for 
nothin’. But if ya see Him, don't tell Him I said so. 
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JESUS AND THE RED NECK I 
The Funeral 


So there I was at Aunt Billie's funeral, ya see, and just kinda for 
respect's sake and such. Aunt Billie'd been dyin' for years and near 
abouts the end she was ‘about as crazy as a long-tailed cat in a room 
full a' rockin' chairs. She had this habit of grabbin' ya by the ears 
and callin' ya by the name a' somebody dead. But before she went 
senile, boy, could she cook up some cornbread. MMM, MMM! You 
could smell Aunt Billie's cornbread a' cookin fifty miles away. 
Downwind, a' course. If you was upwind you'd just smell fertilizer. 


Anyhow, I'm just sittin' there thinkin’ 'bout Aunt Billie's 
cornbread when I hear this voice behind me say, "Howdy," real deep 
and powerful-like. Liked to scare the daylights outta me. So I turn 
around rarin' and ready to open up a can a' whup-ass on whoever it 
was, funeral or no funeral. But that's when I seen it was Jesus, and I 
ain't exactly real keen on the idear a' whuppin' up on old Jesus. Now 
I know it ain't no Commandment or nothin’, but I'm pretty damn 
sure it's like a fat old felony sin or somethin’ to go beatin' on Jesus. 


So I just says, "Well, howdy yourself there, Jesus. Been a while, 
ain't it?" 


And Jesus, He tole me somethin’ 'bout bein' real busy with all the 
calls He gets from people in airplanes, and sick people, and girls who 
reckon they're, well, in a family way, and their boyfriends and so on. 
And He told me how embarrassing it is when he hears, "Oh Jesus! Oh 
Jesus!" and He pops on down to see what the problem is and it's just 
people, ya know, uh, fornicatin' and such. 


Andhow, He told me not to worry ‘bout ol' Aunt Billie 'cause she 
was just happier than a farmboy with a two-hunnerd pound tomato 
up there in old Heaventown. He said His Daddy was watchin' over 
her and she wasn't a' grabbin' Him by the ears or nothin’. Old Aunt 
Billie was up there knittin' wing warmers for the angels and cookin' 
cornbread for the Apostles and such. I figured that was good and I 
hope they enjoy it. 
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JESUS Il. (CONT.) 


So me and Jesus get to talkin' 'bout the grave itself. And I says to 
Him, I says, "Jesus, there's some awful sharp corners on that there 
hole ain't there? I mean, real nice and tight. You reckon they got a 
machine that does that or just some real fancy shovel?" 

Jesus said He didn't know, but I betcha He did, bein' the son a' 
God and all. Jesus is kinda funny about that sometimes. He just 
kinda sits back and lets ya figure out things for yourself. 

So then I says, "Well that's kinda pissin' in the wind, don't ya 
think, to make somethin’ real nice like that fancy hole there. I mean 
to take the time on somethin' special like that, and then fill it back 
up with dirt like you never even did it anyway. Ain't us humans just 
the dumbest damn things ya ever did see, Jesus?" 

Jesus just sorta looked at me with a real Jesusy type look, and 
said, "Well, I reckon you create somethin to serve a purpose, and if it 
does what it's supposed to do, then you did okay, and it did okay, 
and everything's just peachy. Nothin’ can last forever," He said. 

And I almost said, " 'cept you," but I really didn't wanna joke with 
Jesus while He was waxin' philosophical and all. 

And I guess Jesus decided He'd said his piece, and it was time to 
go handle some world crisis or somethin', and He asked me if I 
needed a ride. I told Him I'd better go check on Uncle Lester to 
make sure that old fat hog Bertha Mae Timmons wasn't harpin' him 
too hard, bein' a fresh widower and all. So Jesus jumped on in to His 
silvery white pickup and took off on outta there like a bat outta... 
well, never mind, and was gone. 

And I reckon I ain't gonna be real 'fraid a' dyin' no more. I'll just 
try to serve my purpose, like Jesus said. Hey, now that I think about 
it, ya think old Jesus would bring me some of Aunt Billie's cornbread 
the next time He stops by? 


19 


i 


Matthew Ware was born on July 22, 1973 in the naval 
hospital in Portsmouth, Virginia. He is a 1991 graduate of St. 
Elizabeth High School in his home town of Wilmington, 
Delaware. Ware is the son of Lois Tinsman of New Castle, 
Delaware, and Matthew A. Ware of Reeds Spring, Missouri. 
Ware is a junior at St. Andrews College in Laurinburg, North 
Carolina, and plans to spend the first semester of his senior 
year studying in Brunnenburg, Italy. 


20 


"Ware has captured the best that a writer can be and has 
accomplished what every writer yearns for in a reader... 
he makes you want to read it again. Do, by all means. After 
the first breathless-ninety-miles-an-hour-non-stop rush of 
words, you'll find a very honest, very funny, very real look at 
life as we know it." Or at least would like to know it." 


—Yvonne Mason 


